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"D'you see that?" Jon mumbled. 
"See what?" Richie said, but he knew he wasn't going to get an answer. Not a coherent one, anyway. 
"Like it's on fire or something. All... big and." 


He was snoring softly again before another word could form. Richie buried his face into the back of Jon's head 
and breathed in. Pulled his arms tighter around the other man's stomach. It was one of those nights. Most of 
the time, Jon went until he simply shut down like an overheated hard drive. Other times, he struggled for 
every moment of unconsciousness he got. On those nights, the difficult ones, he always talked. About anything 
and everything. Sometimes he made so much sense, that Richie would be halfway into a conversation with him 
before he realized it was one-sided. And then it might be like tonight, when the thoughts were broken bits of 


dreams Richie was not privy to. It always stung him a little that he couldn't see what Jon was seeing. 


"What's it doing, though?" 

"What's what doing?" Richie asked. 

Nothing. Richie rubbed a palm over Jon's sternum, feeling the tension ease out of his body, until the gentle 
snoring started again. He waited two minutes, ten, until he was certain the man would actually sleep now, and 
he was getting ready to roll over, when Jon said, 

"| don't think | can--" 

"Don't think you can what, baby?" 

"Its just-- l'm seeing it and it's all wrong--" 

"What's wrong?" 

"No, no, no, no. Nope. No. It's all wrong." 

Richie kissed him on the shoulder. "Jonny, wake up." 

"It's fucking-- it's a fucking--" 

"Wake up," Richie said, rubbing his arm. 

"--joke, even | can--" 

"Jomy! 

Mmm" 

Jon's body thrummed with the sudden stretch of it against Richie's body. "What's up?" he murmured. 
"You were having a nightmare." 

"Oh" 

"Go back to sleep. | got you." 

"Okay." 


Richie rubbed the spot in between Jon's shoulderblades until a deeper snore emanated from the other man, 


and he knew there would be no other nightmares tonight. Long routine had taught him how to know. But he 


decided to stay close, and keep his arms wrapped around his friend, just in case. Maybe he could never know 
what went on in the caverns of Jon's dreaming mind, but he could be the guy who always remembered to 


bring the flashlight and the rope. 


